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John's father emerged from his trance.

" Who were those men ? " inquired young John.

" Members of the Ypres fire brigade," replied his
father. " Every evening, winter and summer, they
blow the Last Post at the Menin Gate. It's ' Good
night' to all the brave fellows who sleep in the
Salient. They'll never be forgotten. Nor the grand
job they did. , . . The men who made the world safe
for the likes of you, John. . . . Now we'd better think
about getting back to Ostend."

" Can I have a grenadine before we start ? " asked
young John.

" Oh, wait till you get back to the hotel," his father
suggested.

The white mass of the Menin Gate faded behind
them in the darkness as the taxi sped through Ypres.
It was destined to fade out from the orbit of young
John Ware for a matter of twelve years.

II

Towards the end of a hot, close afternoon, Captain
John Ware of the 777th Field Regiment, R.A., and
his Battery Commander, drove their trucks into the
town of Ypres. Their Battery, retreating towards
Dunkirk, had just come into action midway between
Ypres and Poperinghe, and they were in search of a
suitable Observation Post from which John, the O.P*
officer, could direct its fire. They hoped to be able to
find one somewhere on the easterly side of the town,
looking over in the direction of Menin,